CHAPTER V_________________PERFECT LADIES
WHETHER my heart stopped beating I cannot tell, but
now I can say that I know how a burglar feels when
the darkness in which he is working turns suddenly
light as day. The shock of discovery flicks a year
from his life.
I ducked instinctively. Then I remembered Berry
and cautiously raised my head. But his silhouette
was gone, and I guessed he was flat on his face in the
gutter below. How the inmate of the room had come
to suspect his presence 1 could not conceive. The
windows were loosely curtained and he had made no
noise. Of course if they had been standing, watching
the roof ....
I began to wonder how they would raise the alarm.
If only Berry could make his way over the ridge, we
could beat a retreat, and once we were clear of the
attic, we stood a good chance. I strained my eyes to
try and make out his form.
A shaft of light streamed out, and I hid my head. I
heard the rasp of curtain rings, rudely used. Then
someone flung open the window at which Berry had
stood.
I lay awaiting their challenge with my heart in my
mouth.
But none came. And after a moment the other
window was opened and somebody coughed.
Hardly daring to hope thai they had but opened the
windows to let in the air, I ventured to lift my head.
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